gO                                          MEANWHILE

absolute conviction to me, "This is all. It can never be any
better/' I would not go on living in it for another four and
twenty hours.5

Geoffry seemed to have no retort ready. His face had assumed
the mulish expression of a schoolboy being preached at. This
fellow, confound him I had language. And splashed it about at
dinner-time! Long sentences! Bookish words! Philip might as well
have let in a field preacher. Field Preacher, that's what he was.
That should be his name. Geoffry nodded his head as who should
say, 'We've heard all that\ and helped himself in a businesslike
way to butter, A fellow must have butter whatever trash he has to
hear. You wouldn't have him wait until all the jawing was finished
before he took butter.

'Not much to quarrel with to my mind/ said Mr. Plantagenet-
Buchan, cin a world that can give us such a sunset as we had
tonight. This spacious room. And all these lovely flowers.'

i But there will still be sunsets and flowers, in any sort of human
world/ said Mr. Sempack.

Mr. Plantagenet-Buchan was a little belated with his reply but
it opened profound philosophical issues and he liked it and was
content. 'Against a background,' he said, 'perhaps not dark
enough to do them justice.'

Five

y^ FTER the move upstairs, when all those members of the
/Jk party who lived and were satisfied with the present, the
jL jLBullaces and the Mathisons and Geoffry and Lady Gries-
wold and Puppy and Mr. Haulbowline, had gone apart to their
happiness in bridge, the talk about Mr. Sempack and his great
world of peace, justice and splendid work to come, had turned
chiefly on the quality of the obstacles and entanglements that still
kept men back from that promised largeness of living. The per-
sistence of his creative aim impressed Mrs. Rylands as heroic, but
it was mingled with a patience that seemed to her almost in-
human.